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O ! where the lofy-boforrTd Hours 
.jj FaIr Ve n us' train appear, 
Difclofe the Ioag-expe&ing flowers, 
And wake the purple year ! 
The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
Refponfive to the cuckow's note, 
The untaught harmony of fpring : 
While, whifp 'ring pleafure as they %> 
Cool Zephyrs thro' the clear blue iky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 



«4 ° *> 

Where'er the oak's thick branches ftretch 

A broader browner (hade ; 

Where'er the rude and mofs-grown beech 

O'er-canopies the glade *, 

Befide fome water's rufhy brink . 

With me the Mufc fliall fit, and think 

(At eafe reclin'd in ruflic ftate) 

How vain the ardour of the Crowd, 

How low, how little are the Proud, 

How indigent the Great ! 

Still is the toiling hand of Care; 

The panting herds repofe : 

Yet hark ! how thro' the peopled ak 

The bufy murmur glows ! 

The infect youth are on the wing, 

Eager to tafle the honied fpring, 

And float amid the liquid noon f ; 

Some lightly o'er the current fkim, 

» ——■ m i. i a bank, 

O'er-canopied with lufcious woodbine. 

Shake/. Midf. Nig. Dream? 

3" " Narc per aeftatem liquidam " 

Yirg, Gtorg, tih it. 
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Some fliew their gayly-gilded trim 
QuicKglancing to the fun {. 

To Contemplation's fober eye * 

Suchns the race of Man ; 

And they that creep, and they that fly 

Shall end where they began. 

Alike the Bufy and the Gay 

But flutter thro' life's little day, 

Jn Fortune's varying colours dreft ; 

Brufli'd by the hand of rough Mifchance;, 

OrchilTd by Age, their airy dance 

They leave, in duft to reft. 

Methinks I hear, in accents low, 
The fportive kind reply ; 
Poor Moralift ! and what art thou ? 
A folitary fly ! 

* fporting with quick glance 

Shew to the fun their waved coats drop'd with 
gold. Milt. Par. Loji. book vii. 

t While infeftc from the threfhoJd preach, &e* 

M. Green, in the Grotto, 
Dodjlefs Mi feel. Vol. V. p. i6i 9 



Thy joys no glittering female meets* 
No hive haft thou of hoarded fweets, 
No painted plumage to difplay : 
On nafty wings thy youth is flown ;. 
Thy fun is fet, thy fpring is gone- 
Wc frolic, whiJe 'tis May, . 
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Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifte& 
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ON THE DEATH OF A 



AVOURITE Cat, 
downed in a Tub of Gold Fiflies; 



? HT wt S ° naIoftyvare,sfide ' 

JL ^ here China's gayeft art had dy'd 
The azure flowers that blow ; 

Bcmyreft of the caby kind, 

The penfive Selima recli'n'd 
Gaz'd on the lake beW 






»o ODE ON THE DEATH 

Her confcious tail her joy declar'd ; 
The fair round face, the fnowy beard* 

The velvet of her paws, 
Her coat, that with the tortoife vies. 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes, 

She faw, and purr'd applaufe. 

Still had (Tie gaz'd ; but 'midfl the tide 
Two angel forms were fcen to glide, 

The Genii of the flream ; 
Their fcaly armour's Tyrian hue 
Thro' richeft purple to the view 

Betray'd a golden gleam. 

The haplefs nymph with wonder faw i 
A whi fleer firft and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wifh, 
She ftretch'd in vain to reach the prize=> 
What female heart can gold defpife ? 

What cat's averfc to fifli ? 

Prefumptuous maid! with looks intent 
Again {he flretch'd, again flie bent 9 



* 
OF A FAVOURITE CAT. *r 

Nor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate fat by and frail'd) 
The flipp'ry verge her feet beguil'd. 

She tumbled headlong in. 

Eight times emerging from the flood 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry God, 

Some fpeedy aid to fend. 
No dolphin came, no Nereid ftirrM; 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Sufan heard; 

A fav'rite has no friend ! 

From hence, ye beauties, undeceiv'd, 
Know, one falfe flep is ne'er retriev'd 5 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prizes; 

Nor all that glitters, gold. 
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ISTANT PROSPECT 



ETON COLLEGE 



YE diftant fpire» ? ye antique towers. 
That crown the wat'fy glade^ 
Where grateful Science ftiM adores 
Her Henry's holy fhade £; 

| King Henry VI. founder of the College*; 



%6 ODE ON A DISTANT 

And ye, that from the (lately brow 

Of Windsor's heights th' expanfe beW 

Of grove, 'of lawn, of mead furvey, [among 

Whole turf, whofc fliade, whofc flowers 

Wanders the hoary Thames along 

Bis filver-winding way s 

Ah happy hills, ah pleafing iliade, 
Ah fields belov'd m vain, 

Where once my carelefs childhood ftray'd, 

A ftranger yet to pain ! 

I feel the gales that from ye blow 9 

A momentary blifs bellow, 

As waving frefli their gladfome wing. 

My weary foul they feem to footh. 

And, * redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a fecond fpring, 






Say, Father Th a m es , for thou hail fee* 
Full many a fprightly- race 

* And bees their lior.ey redolent of fpring. 

Dry den's Fable an the Pythag. Syjlem* 



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE. %f 

Difporting on thy margent green 
The paths of pleafurc trace, 
Who foreraoft now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glafly wave ? 
The captive linnet which enthrall? 
What idle progeny fucceed 
To chafe the rolling circle's fpeed, 
Or urge the flying ball ? 

While Tome on earneft bufinefs bent 
Their murm'ring labours ply 
'Gainft graver hours, that bring conftraint 
To Aveeten Liberty : 
Some bold adventurers difdain 
The limits of their little reign, 
And unknown regions dare defcryj 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in every wind 9 
And fhatch a fearful joy. 

Gay Hope U theirs by Fancy fed, 
I.efs pleafing when poiTeft; 
The tear forgot as foon as £hed, 
The fuiuliiiie of the breaft ; 



*• ODE ON A DISTANT 

Theirs buxom Health of rofy hue r 
Wild Wit, Invention ever new, 
And lively Chear of vigour born, 
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy nighty 
The fpirits pure, the fl umbers light?. 
That fly th' approach of morn, 

Alas, regardlefs of their doom» , 
The little vidbms play ! 
Ko fenfe have they of ills to come* 
Nor care beyond to-day. 
Yet fee how aU around them wait 
The minilters of human fate. 
And black Misfortune's baleful train !" 
Ah, (hew them where an ambufh Hand 
To feizt their prey the murth'rous 
Ah, tell them they are men I 

Thefe (Hall the fury Paffions tear 5 
The vultures of ihe mind, 
Didciinful Anger, pallid ^car, 
And Shame that flculks behind; 
Or pining Love (hall wafte their youth 3 

f. Jcaloufy with rankling toothy. 



PROSPECT OF ETON COLLEGE, i* 

That inly gnaws the fccret heart, 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-vifag'd comfortlefs Defpair, 
And Sorrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition this fhall tempt to rife 9 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter Scorn a facrilice, 
And grinning Infamy. 
The ftings of Falfehood thofe fhall Uj 9 
And hard Unkindnefs' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it fore'd to flow; 
And keen Remorfe with blood denTd 9 
And moody ivf adnefs * laughing wild 
Amid ft fevered woe. 

Lo, in the vale of years beneath 
A griefly troop are feen, 
The painful family of Death, 
More hideous, than their queen : 

» — -Madnefs laughing in his ireful mood. 

Drjden's Fable of Palamon andAuite* 



39 ODE ON A DISTANT, mi 

This racks the joints, this fires the vein&j, 

That every labouring (mew (trains $. 

Thofe in the deeper vitals rage ;• 

Lo, Poverty to fill the band, 

That numbs the foul with icy hand, 

And flow-confuming Age. 

To each his fufPrings : all are men j 
Condemn'd alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 
Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah, why fliould they know their fate I 
Since Sorrow never comes too late. 
And Happinefs too fwiftly flies. 
Thought would deftroy their paradife. 
No more; where ignorance is bll[s 3 
Tis folly to be wile. 
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©sVte xvp!c*>$ *-X* ly * 

£fchylus, in Agamemnon? 
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A D V E R S I T Y, 




AUGHTER of Jove, identlef* 
Power, 

Thou tamer of the human breair, 
Whofe iron fcourgc and tort'ring hour, 
The Bad affright, afflitt the Beft ! 
Bound in thy, adamantine chain 
The Proud are taught to tafte of pain. 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied. and 
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34 HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 

When firft thy fire to fend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, defign'd, 
To thee he gave the heavenly Birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stern rugged Nurfe! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year fhe bore : 
What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know, 
And from her own, fhe learn'd to melt at 
others' woe. 

Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly 

Sclf-pleafing Folly's idle brood, 

Wild Laughter, Noife, and thoughtlefs Joy, 

And leave us Ieifure to be good. 

Light they difpeife, and with them go 

The fummcr Friend, the flattering Foe ; 

By vain Pror P erity receiv'd, [believ'd. 

To her they vow their truth, and are again 

Wirdom in fable garb array 'd, 
Immers'd in rapt'rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, fiknt maid, 
With leaden eye, that loves the ground. 



HYMN TO ADVERSITY. 3 s 

Still on thy folemn fteps attend 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral Friend, 
With Juflice to herfelf fevere, [tear; 

And Pity, dropping foft the fadly-pleafing 

Oh, gently on thy Suppliant's head, 
Dread Goddefs ! lay thy chaft'ning hand J 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 
Nor circled with the vengeful Band, 
(As by the Impious thou art feen) [mien, 
With thund'ring voice, and threatening 
With fcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Defpair, and fell Difeafe, and ghaftly Po- 
verty. 



Thy form benign, oh Goddefs ! wear 9 
Thy milder influence impart, 
Thy philofophic Train be there 
To foft en, not to wound my heart. 
The generous fpark extinct, revive 5 
Teach me to love, and to forgive ; 
Exadt my own defects to fcan, 
What others are, to feel, and know mv 
a Man. 
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Ae to rrav Ipf&yvi&v %c$1{h. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

When the Author firft publifhed this 
and the following Ode, he was advifed 5 
even by his friends, to furbjoin fome 
few explanatory Notes ; but had too 
much refpect for the understanding of 
his Readers to take that 
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POESY, 

A PINDARIC ODE. 




WAKE, * JEolian lyre, awake, 
And give to rapture all thy trem* 
bling firings* 
From Helicon's harmonious fprmgs 
A thoufaad rills their mazy progrcfs take; 

*■ Awake, my glory J awake,, lute and harp. 

David's Pfalms. 

Pindar ftiles his own poetry, with its mufical 

accompa?;ymrnts, AioKyic f/.o\*'n i *Aioht$tg X°P™ 

Sat AioXuftiv Ttvoou uvXqv. Eolian long, Eoli«i>- 

ftfings, the breath of the Eolian fiute 9 



40 THE PROGRESS OF POESY, 

The laughing flowers that round thembioWj 
Drink life and fragrance a* they flow. 
Now the rich fir earn of mafic winds along 9 
Ceep, majeftic, fu:ooth, and (irong, 
Thro' verdant vaks, and Ceres' golden 

reign ; 
No^v rowling down the fteep amain, 
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour; 
The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow t 

7 ^ 
Oh ! Sovereign ' of the willing (oul ? 
Parent of iwect ;\.ad ibicmn-breathii'igairs. 

Tit* :ubWi .arul v^n!>, as nf.i i vilh Pindar^ 
.are uimriL f!;r *nrku''? ioi^ci"* of ^oetr)\ 
v,*Ikk:'h ^Iv s i:fo nn<i ivnirr to o\\ it uvuch'- ! s, are 
here tJe.cr'Iv.-! ] ':s qu? ..-.*, i^juiic jx o^rris en* 
ri^hin^ rvri y OubjYoi (othr tv, liV- dry a v xi barren) 
Vvirli a j'.;r.ip of o*Jv : on ■an-l. liw.iri^u Larmory 
of nurau, 1 ;^; ini if vsuve r.p;;l ;ind irrefltliblc 
:courf;:, when t\voln r.iul .hnrr;ed iuvay by the 
■cjii)iV£\ of ftunulti-ious pillions, 

* Power of harmonv to calm the frTjvi'^nt 
tallies- e*' f'-o f-ml. Tho tJ^>r.s>ht.s are borrow 
&cm tie ^ Pythian of l"<HUr* 



PINDARIC ODE. 41 

Knchanting flicll ! the fallen Cares, 
And frantic Paffions, hear thy foft controuL 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car> 
And dropped his thinly lance at thy com- 
mand. 
Perching * on the fceptred hand 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the fcather'd king, 
With rufHed plumes, and flagging wing; 
Quench'd in dark clouds of fl umber lie 
The terror of his beak, and light'nings of his 
eye. 

r. 3. 

Thee f the voice, the dance, obey* 
Temper 'd to the warbled lay. 
O'er IdaliVs velvet gretn 
The rofy-crowned Loves are ften r 
On Cytherea's day 

* This h a weali imitation of feme incompa- 
rable lines in the fame ode. 

f Power of Harmony to produce all the grac 
of motion in the body. 
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4% ME PROGRESS OF POESY, 

With antic fports, and blue-ey'd plcafurss^- 
Friiking light in frolic m earn res ;' 
Now puriuing, now retreating, 
Now in circling troops they meet? 
To briik notes in cadence beating 
Glance * their many-twinkling feet. 
Slow-melting drains their Queen's approach- 
declare ; 
Where-e'cr ihe turns, the Graces homage 
pay ; • 

With arms fublirr.e, that float upon the alafj 
In gliding ftate fhe wins her eafy way; 
O'er her warm check, and rifing bofom 5 

move 
The f bloom of young Dellre, and pmple 
light of Love* 

*7o/a,&* Homer's GcL 

■f LafUTta a* iTti 'orocfvpzyGrl 

Phrvnicusp afucl Aihenaeum 



A PINDARIC DEo 4l 
II. 1 , 

an't- feeble race what ills * await, 
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Diieafe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 
!And Death, fad refuge from the flcrms of 

Fate I 
The fond complaint, my fong, difprove, 
And juftify the laws of Jove. 
Say, has he given in vain the heav'nly Mufe! 
Nieht, and ail her fickly dews, 
}Ier fpectres wan, and birds of boding cry,. 
He gives to range the dreary iky : 
"Till down the Eaffcern cliffs afar f 

per ion's march they fpy, and glittering 
n -dfts of war. 



* To c^rn-penfate the renl and iirja^niarv i'ils 
of lif \ the Mufe was given to tmnkir,d by the 
fame Providence that fends the day by its chear« 
ful pretence to Jifpvl the gloom and icrrois ox' 
the n5i?;ht. 

f Or lien the morning's wrH-appointr d iKrr 
Come 2BarcLln:r up the F.ailsrn Lills afar 



#4 THE PROGRESS OF POE3T, 

N. %. 

Tn climes * beyond the folar road f , 
Where fhaggy forms o'er ice-built raoun^ 

tains roam, 
The Mufe has broke the twilight gloom 
To chear the fhivVing native's dull abode* 
And oft, beneath the od'rous fhade 
Of Chili's boundlefs forefts laid 5 
She deigns to hear the favage Youth repeat* 
In loofe numbers wildly fweet, 
Their feather-dndtur'd Chiefs, and dufkj 

Loves* 
Her track, where-e'er the Goddefs roves, 
Glory purfue. and generous Shame, 
Th" unconquerable Mind, and Freedom^ 
holy flame* 

$ Extenfive : nfl«TiCe of Poetic Genius over the 
remote!! and mui- uncivilized nations ; Irs con- 
nection with Liberty, a;id the virtues tuat rata- 
rally attend on it. [See the Erie, Norwegian, 
and Welch Fragments, the Lapland and Ameri- 
can Sourrs.] 

f *' Extra anni fohfque vias 3 * Virg® 

?* Tiiita loataua dal cam in del fole." 

Petrarch, Canzon l\ 9 
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Woods*, that wa^e o'er Delphi's fteep, 
Ifles that crown th' iEgean deep, 
Fields, that cool Iliffus laves, 
Or where Mseander'? amber waves 
la lingering IabVn;hs creep. 

w do your tuneful Echo? languifh 

ute, but tu the voice of Angutth I 
H ere each old poetic mountain 
Jnfpirannn breath'd around; 
Ev'ry fhade and hallowed fountain 
Marmur'd. deep a ib!emn found : 
Till tb.c lad Niacin i~ireece\s ev'I hour 
I,ef* thc:r l^ira^Tus for the La-rian plains* 
Alike they iccrn the pomp ci :\ rant-power.. 
And coward Vice that levels in her chains*, 

x Progress of P^ecry f>-om Greece 'o Italy, avid 
fron\I ; :ily to England. Chaucer was nor nnac* 
qua' *te<\ with the writings of Dantv, or of Pe- 
trar .h. Thr Earl of Surrey* and Sir Thomas 
Wpvt, had travelled in I^aly, and fovme'i rheir 
tafte here; Spenfer : mh^r?'d the Italian writ- 
f-rs ; Milton Invorovea on them ; but this School 
ex/»>: ved loon after th** R**ft oration, and a new 
o*ie arofe on the French model;, which has tub* 
lifted ever fijicca 



4$ THE PROGRESS OF POESY, 

When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft, 
They fought, Oh Albion! next thy fea~en- 
circled coaft 

III. 2. 

Far from the fun and fummer gale, 
In thy green lap was Nature's Darling laid % 
What time, where lucid Avon ftray'd, 
To Him, the mighty Mother did unveil 
Her awful face ; the dauntlefs Child 
Stretch'd forth his little arms* and fmiPd* 
This pencil take (ilie laid) whole colours 

clear 
Richly paint the vernal year • 
Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal Boy-! 
This can unlock the gates of Joy; 
Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears, 

Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic 
Tears. 



® Shak&ipearee 



A PINDARIC QBE* 4 > 

III. *. 

Nor fecond He f, that rode fublime 
on the feraph wings of Ecftafy* 

The fecret* of th* Abyfs to fpy. 

He pafs'd * the flaming bounds of Place 

and Time: 
The living Throne f , the fapphire blaze* 
Where angels tremble while they gaze, 
Be law; but blafted with excefs of light, 
Clos'd his eyes in endlefs night ||, 
Behold, where Dryden's lefs preiumptuous 

ear s 
Wide o'er the fields of Glory bear 

f MUtotn 
# « «— flammantia maenia mundL" Lucret* 
t For the ipirit of the living creature w<i$ in 
the wheels—* — And above the firmament, th?,t 
was over the r heads, was rhe - liken e(s of & 
throne, as the appearance of a 'fapphire Hone,— 
This was the appearance of the glory of the 
Lord. Ez^kiel I. 20, 26, 28, 

Htmer's Ody£ey<, 
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Two Couriers of Tihercal mce |, 
With necks in thunder cloath'd [j,and long- 
refounding pace. 



:u. 3, 



Hark, his hands the lyre explore! 
Bri^ht-ey'd Fancy hovering o'er 
Scatters from her pi&ur'd urn 
Thoughts that breathe §, and words that 

burn. 
But ah! 'tis heard no more 



!b,i,M*U" ui^,j"i *"■} 



$ Meant to exprefs the flatt-ly march 
founding energy of Dryden's thymrs. 

(j Haft thou cloathed his neck with thunder? 

Job. 

I Words that weep, and tears that {peak, 

Cmvley* 

* We have had in our language no other odes 
©f the iublime kind, than that of Drydtu on St 
Cecilia's day;, for Cowley (who had hh m'-rit) 
wet wanted judgment, fiyle, and harmony., .tor 
fuch a talk. That of Pope h not Worthy of fo 
^reat a man: Mr Mafon, Indeed, of late days, 
lias touched the true chords, and with a mafterly 
hand, rn tome of his chorufe.^—— above all in 
She lad of Cara&acus; 
2> 



A PINDARIC ODE* 49 

Oh ! Lyre divine, what daring fpirit 
Wakes thee now i tho* he inherit 

* € Hark! heard yoxt not yon feotftep dread, 
That fhook the earth with thuiuTring tread ? 
'Twas Dearii.—In Infla 
The warrior pad ; 
High tower *d his helmed head - 
I mark'd his mail, I niarkVi his fhield, 
I'fpyM the fparkling of his fpear, 
I faw Irs giant arm the faulchion wield; 
Wide wav'd the bickering blade, and fir 'd the 
angry air, 

A • *i a 

** On me (he cried) my Britons ! wait. 

To lead you to the fields of fate 

I come. Yon car, 

That cleaves the all", 

Defeends to throne my ftate: 

I mount your champion and your God, 

My proud deeds neigh beneath the thong; 

Mark: to my wheels of brafs, that rattle loud I 

Hark] to iny clarion fhrill, that brays the woods* 



among. 



i. 3- 

Fear not now the fever's fire, 
Fear not now the death- bed groan^ 
Pangs that torture, pains that tire P 
Bed-rid age with feeble moanj 
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Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 
That the -Theban eagle bear % 

Theffc dorneftJc terrors- wait 
Hourly at my palace gate ; 
And when o'er flothful realm- my rod I wave, 
Thefe on the tyrant king and coward Have 
Rufli with vincKdlive rage, and drag them t- 
their grave, 

II. r. 
But yon, my ions; I at this high hour 
**aall (hare the fullnefs of my power* 
From all your hows, 
In level I'd rows, 

My own dread fhafte fliall-fliow'r* 
Go then to conquelt, gladly go, 
Deal forth my dole of defliny ; 
'With all my fury dafh the trembling foe 
Sown to thofe darkfome dens, where Rome's 
pal's ,fpe<£tres ly. 

H. 2. 

Where creeps the Ninefold dream profound 
JTer black inexorable round; 

* Ato$ Ttfoq opvtx.ee &ftbv' Olymp. 2/ Pindar 
Compares himielf to that bird, and his enemies 
to ravens that 'croak and clamour in vain below, 
Tvhile it purities its flight, regardlefs of their 
2>oifc* 
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Sailing with fupreme dominion 
Thro' the azure deep of air; 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 
Such forms, as glitter in the Mute's ray 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the fan J 
Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 
Beneath the Good how far— but -far above 
the Great.- 

&nd on the bank 

To willows dank, 

The miv'rimr ghofts are bound. 

Twelve thouiand crefcents all mall fwell 

To full-orb'd pride, and all decline, 

Ere they a*ain in life's gay uraniums dwell. 

Not iuch the meed that crowns the ions of Free- 
dom's line. 

II. 3. 

No, my Britons ! battlc-Il nil, 

Rapture gilds your parting hour! 

I, that all-defpotic reign, 

Claim but there a moment's power ! 

Swiftly the foul of Britifh flame 

Animates forae kindred frame; 

Swiftly to life and light triumphant flies, ^ 

Exults again in martial ecfticies, [dies. 53 

JWin for Freedom fights, again for Freedom 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
Th e following Ode is founded on a tra* 
dition current in Wales, that Edward 
the Firft, when he compleated the con- 
queft of that country, ordered all the 
Sards that fell into his hands, to be put 
*.o death. 
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PINDARIC ODE, 




* L 2. 

U I N feize thee, ruthlefs king?' 
Conlufjon on thy banner^ waif, 
1 Tho' fann'd by ConquefFs crhnfon wing^ 

* They mock the air with idle date \ 

* Iklrn,nor Hauberk's twiftcd Hiaii f, 

* Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, /lull avail 

* Mocking the air with colours idl}* fpreacL 
- • Shr>kcj m pearu*$ Khz- John, 

1 The Hauberk was attxiure of Heel rin&k£fy 
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* To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears, 
c From Cambria's ciu-fe* from Cambria's 

tears! 5 ' 
Such were the founds, that o'er the crcfted 

pride f. 
Of the firft Edward fcatter'd wild difmay, 
As down the fteep of Snowdon's |) fhaggy 

fide 
He wound, with toilfomc march, his long 

array. 

or rings interwoven, forming a coat cf mail, 
that fate clofc to the body, and adapted itfelf to 
every lrotion. 
| The creiled adder's pride- Dryd. Ind. %u. 
jj Snoivdon was a name given by the Saxons 
to that mountainous traft which the Welch them* 
felves call Craigian-enri: it included all the 
Jjiirhlaiids of Caernarvonfhire and Merioneth* 
ihire, as far eaft as the river Co.iway, R, Hig- 
den, fpeakin? of the caiUe of Conway built hy 
Kint' Edward the Firft, fays, " -Ad ortism amnis 
<»« Conway ad clivum inontis Erery ;" and Mat- 
thew of Weftminftcr, (ad aim. 1283) " Apnd A- 

*< berconvvay ad pedes montis $ho\ydoniae ftcit 

*< erigi caftrum forte, " 
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Stout Glo'fter§ flood aghaft in fpeechlcf* 

trance : 
To arms ! cried Mortimer*, and couchM 

his quiv'ring lance. 

I. %. 

On a rock, whofc haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the fable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet flood ; 
Locfe his beard f, and hoary hair 
Stream'd, like a meteor J, to the troubled 
air; 

J GHbert <\e Clare, fv>mme<\ the Red, Earfof 
Glouceiier and Htrtford, Ton in la\r co King Ed* 
Ward. 

* Edmund de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 

They both Were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands 
lay on the borders of Wales, and probably. ac- 
companied the King in this expedition. 

f The image was taken from a well-known 
pi&ure of Raphael, representing the Supreme 
Being in the vifion of Ezekiel. There are two 
of thefe paintings (both believed original; one 
at Florence, the other at Paris. 

}. Shone, like a meteor, dreaming to the wind* 

Milton' s Paradije LoJU 
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And with a matter's hand and prophet's fire* 

Struck the deep forrows of his lyre. 

« Hark, how each g«ant oa!c and defert cave, 

* Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 

* O'er thee, O King! their hundred arms 

they wave, 
« Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs 

breathe ; 
s Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, 
* To hish-born Hoel's harp, or- foil Lie*-, 

wellyn's lay. 

I 3- 

« Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
«• That hunVd the ftormy main z 
« Brave Urien fleeus upon his craggy bed % 
* Mountains, ye mourn in vam 
« Modred, whole magic long 
« Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud- 
top' d head. 
« On dreary Arvon's fhore they ly f , 

JThe ftnres of Caernarvonflxire, oppofite to 
tiic Ifle of Anglefcy. • 
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f * Smear'd with gore, and ghaftly pale : 
f Far, far aioof th' affrighted ravens fail j 
f The famiili'd eagle fcrearas * and pafl'cs by. 
' Dear loft companions of my tuneful art, 
'- Dear, as the light that vifits thofe fad 



'es f, 



* Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my 

heart f, 

* Yediedamidit your dying country's cries-* 
e No more X weep. They do not fleep 9 

* On yonder cliffs, a.griefly band, 

* I fee them fit, they linger yet, 

« Avengers of their native land : 

* Cambden and others obferve, that eagles ufe4 
annually to baud their aerie among the rocks of 

-'Suowdon, which from thence (ns fume think) 
were named by the Welch, Craigian-eryri, or the 
crags of the eagles. At this day (I am told) the 
higheft point of Snowdon is called The Eagle's 
Keji. That bird is certainly no ftranger to this 
ifland, as the Scots am* the people of Cumber* 
land, Weftmoreland, &r. can ttftify; it even has 
built its neft in the I\ak of D.-rbyfhire. [See 
Willoughby»s Grnithol. publiihed by Ray. J 
+ As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 

\in*at v-ifit my lad heart 

l Shake fpeare's JvMm \ Cefar. 
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« Withme indreacifut harmony they join % 
* And weave with bloody hands the tiilue 
of thy line *.' 

II. r. 

'* Weave the warp, and weave the woofs, 
■«« The winding-fheet of Edward's race j 
«' Give ample room, and verge enough 
" The characters of hell to trace. 
il Mark the year, and mark the night, 
64 When Severn fTiall re-echo with affright f 9 
«« The flirieks of death, thro 1 Berkcly's 

roofs that ring ; 
<« Shrieks of an agonizing king! [fangs, 
« ? She-wolf of France +, with unrelenting 
<* That tear'il the bowels of thy mangled 

mate, 
•* From thee be born J], who o'er thy coun- 
try hangs 

* See the Norwegian Ode that follows. 

| Edward the Second, cruelly butchered in 
B'.rktly caftle. 

I li'abtl of France, Edward the Second's adul- 
terous Quer n. 

| Triumphs of Edward the Third in Frances 
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•* The fcourge of Heav'n. What terrors 

round him wait ! 
" Amazement in his ran, with Flight 

combin'd ; 
€£ And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude 

behind. 



n. ». 

fc Mighty Vi&or, mighty Lord, 
Cl Low on his funeral couch he lies *! 
6C No pitying heart, no eye afford 
84 A tear to grace his obfequies. 
f Is the fable warrior fled f ? 
:< Thy fon is gone. He refts among 



si 

Any ivjix ij> uunc. xit: rcirs amnr,.. 

dead 



« c The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam 
were born ? 
Gone to falute the rifing Morn. 



st 



* Death of that king, abandoned by his chil- 
dren, and even robbed, in his laft moments, by 
Ins courtiers and his miftrefs. 

t Edward the Black Prince, dead fometime 
before his father. 
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€€ Fair laughs the Morn, and foft the.'Zc* 

phyr blows f, 
€i While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
u In gallant trim the gilded veilel goe^ ; 
^ Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the 



u Rcgardlefs of the fwecping Whirlwind's 

fway, 
1 That, hufh'd in grim repofe, expects his 

evening prey. 
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€X Fill high the fparklingfoowl*, 
« c The rich repaft: prepare ; 
* c 'Reft of a crown, he yet may fliare 



% Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign« 
See Froiflford, and other con temporary writers. 

* Hi. chard the Second (as we are told by Arch- 
b:fhnp Scnx.p and the confederate Lords in their 
inanif^fto, by Thomas of Wa-fingham, and all 
the older writers) was flarved to death. The 
flory of his ^.flafllnation, by Sir Piers of Exon> is 
of much later date. 
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.** Clofe by the regal chair 

di Fell Third and Famine fcowl 

gt A baleful fmile upon their baffled GuefL 

" Heard ye the din of battle bray f, 

*< Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe? 

" Long years of havock urge their deftin'd 

courfe, 
■" And thro* the kindred fquadrons mow 

their way. 
u Ye Towers of Julius £, London's lading 

fliame, 
-" With many a foul and midnight murder 

fed, < 

^ Revere his conforms faith *, his Father's 

fame |J» 

f Ruinous Civil wars of York and Lancaster. 

t Henry VI. George Duke of Clarence, Edward 
V. Richard Duke of York, &c. believed to be 
murdered iecretly in the Tower of London, 
The oldeft part of that ftructure is vulgarly at" 
tribuced to Julius Caefar. 

* Margaret of Anjou 4 a woman of heroic fpi* 
.rit, who ftruggled hard to fave her hulband and 
Jier crown. 
.. JJ Henry V© 
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" And fpare the meek Ufurper's holy head -f* 
'« Above, below, the Rofe of fnovv J, 
w Twin'd with her Blufliing foe we fpread| 
" The briftled tioar in infant-gore }J 
" Wallows beneath the thorny fhade. 
** Now, brothers, bending o'er th' accurfed 
loom, [his doom. 

M Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify 



i. 

" Edward, lo ! to fudden fat« 
" ( Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun.) 
" Half of thy heart we confecrate §. 
" (The web is wove. The work is done.)" 
* Stay, Oh flay! nor thus forlorn [moum; 
' Leave me, unbleffc'd, unpitied, here to 

f Henry VI. very near being canonized. The 
Tine of Lancafter had no right of inheritance 
to the crcv/n. 

> t The white and red Rofes, devices of York 
and La n caller. 

!J The Silver Boar was the had ^e of Richard 
th,eThtrxl; whence he was ufuatly known, in his 
<u\vn time, by the r?)iif of the Boar c 

J Eleanor of CaHik died a few ytars aftei ths 
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€ * In yon bright track, that fires the We- 
ftern fkies, 

* They melt, they vanifli from my eyes. 

* But oh, what folemnfcenes on Snowdon's 

height 

* pefcending flow their glittering fkirts un- 

roll ? 

* Vilions of glory, fpare my aching light, 

s Ye unborn Ages, crowd not on my foul! 

* No more our long-loft Arthur we bewail *■• 
$ All hail, ye genuine Kings, Britannia's 

iflue, hail f ! 

conquefl: of Wales. The heroic proof fhe gave*, 
©f her affefltion for her Lord is well known. 
l^he monuments of his regret and farrow for 
the lots of her, are {till to be Veen at Northamp- 
ton, Geddington, Waltham, and other places. 

* It was the common belief of the Welch na- 
tion, that King Arthur was ftill alive in Fairy* 
land, and fhould return again to reign over 
Britain, 

f Both Merlin and Talieflln had prophefied, 
that the Welch fhould regain their fovereigpty 
over this Ifland, which feemed to be accoxnpli.O:^ 
fd in the houfe of Tudor. 

F 3 
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Ill, *. 

* Girt with many a Baron bold, 

' Sublime their ft'arry fronts they rear 5 
s And gorgeous Dames^ and Statefmen old 

* In bearded majefty, appear. 
6 In the midft a form divine ! 

* Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-Line ; 
$ Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face *, 
4 Attcmpcr'd Tweet to virgin grace. 

' What firings fymphonious tremble in the 

air, 
« What drains of vocal tranfport round 

her play ! 
e Hear from the grave, great Talieflin hcarf , 

* Speed, relating an audience given by Queen 
Elizabeth to Paul Dzialirflu, A'mbaflador of Po- 
land, fays, *' And thus flie, lion-like, rifing, 
** daunted the inalapart orator no lei's with her 
" (lately port and majdtical deportnre, than 
*« with the tarneffe of her princelie checkes." 

f Talieflin, chief of the Bards, flourifhed in 
the Vltb. century. His works are ftill 'preferved, 
and his memory held in high veneration among 
Ids countrymen* 
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8 They breathe a foul to animate thy clay* 

* Bright Rapture calls, and foaring, as {he 

lings, 
G Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many* 
coloured wings, 

n r. 3- 

* The verfe adorn again 

* Fierce War, and faithful Love f, 

* And Truth fevere, by fairy Fidlion dreft* 

* In bufkin'd meaiures move f 
*• Pale Grief and pleafmg .Pain,. 

* With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing 

breafh 

* A Voice *, as of the Cherub-choir^ 

* Gales from blooming Eden bear ; 

* And diftant warblings f leflen on my ear 5 
s That loft in long futurity expire, 

$ Fierce wars and faithful loves fhall moralise 
my Cong* 

Spenfer's Proeme to the Fairy Stye en* 
f Shakeipeare. 

* Milton. 

| The fucceflion of Poets after Milton's tiae* 
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* Fond impious Man, think'ft thou yon 

fanguine cloud, 

* Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the 

Orb of day ? 

* To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

* And warms the nations with redoubled 

ray. 
s Enough for me : with joy I fee 
s The different doom our Fates affign % 
< Be thine Befpair, and fceptred Care ; 
6 To triumph, and to die, are mine." 
He fpoke, and headlong from the moun« 

tain's height, 
Beep in the roaring tide he plung'd to end- 
Is night. 
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O D E. 



(From the Norse-tongue,) 

I N THE 

ORCADES of Thopmodus, Tor- 
f..eus; Hafnije, 1697, Folio: and 
alfo in Bar thui.lnus. 



Vict er orpU fyrir valfalli, &c t 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Author once had thoughts (in concert 
with a friend) of giving the Hijlcrv of 
Er.glijb Poetry. In the introduction to it 
he meant to have produced Come fpeci- 
mens of the ftyle that reigned in ancent 
times among the neighbouring nations, 
or thofe who had fubdued the greater 
part of this Ifland, and were our proge- 
nitors ; the following three imitations 
made a part of them. He has long fince 
dropped his dellgn, efpecially after he 
had heard, that it was already in the' 
hands of a perfon well qualified to do it 
juflice, both by his raftc, and his re- 
fearches into antiquity, 
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In the eleventh century, Sigurd, Earl of 
the Orkney Iflands, went with a fleet of 
fliips, and a confiderable body of troops^ 
into Ireland, to the affiftance of Si&ryg 
%viih the filken heard^ who was then 
making war on his father-in-law Brian , 

%King of Dublin: the Earl and all his 
forces were cut to pieces, and Si&ryg was 
in danger of a total defeat ; but the ene- 
my had a greater lofs by the death of 
Brian their king, who fell in the action* 
On Chriftmas-day, the day of the battle, 
a native of Caithncfs in Scotland, faw 
at a diftance a number of perfons on 
horfeback, riding full fpeed towards a 
hill, and feeming to enter into it. Curi- 
ofity led him to follow them, till looking 
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through an opening in the rocks, he fat? 
twelve gigantic figures refembling wo- 
men; they were all employed about a 
loomi and as they wovc s they furg the 
following dreadful Song ; which when 
they had finifhed, they tore the web 
Into twelve pieces, and (each taking her 
portion) galloped fix to the North, and 
as many to the South, 
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O W the ftorm begins to lowr, 
(Hafle 3 the loom of Keil prepare,) 



tf 9 te. — -The Valkyriur were female divinities 
ferva^ts of Odin (or WoUn) in the Gothic my-* 
thology. Their name fi unifies Chufers of the 
Jiiiin* They were mounted ou fwift horfes. wf:h 
drawn fwords in their hands, and in the throng 
of battle fele&ed fuch is were deftined to (laugh- 
ter, and conducted them to Falkalla 9 the hall of 
Odin, or Paradife of the Brave; where they at- 
tended the banqiet, an I ferved the departed he* 
roes with horns of mead and ale 

G 
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Iron fleet of arrowy fliower * 
Hurtles in the darkened air f , 



Glittering lances are the loom, 
Where the dufky \^arp we (train, 
Weaving many a Soldiers doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's banc* 

See the griefly texture grow, 
('Tis cf human entrails made), 
And the weights that play beIow 5 
Each a gafping Warrior's head. 

Shafts for fhuttles dijTt in gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords along. 
Sword, that once a Monarch bore, 
Keep the tiffue clofe and flAng. 

* How quick they wheel'd; and flying, behind 
them (hot 
Sharp licet of arrowy fhower— — 

Milton's Paradise Regain' d. 
f Th^ noife of battle hurtled in the air. 

Shake/pearls Julius Zatfar* 
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Mifta, black, terrific Maid, 
Sangrida, and Hilda fee, 
Join, :hc wayward work to aid ; 
'Tis the woof of victory. 



Ere the ruddy Sun be fet, 
Pikes muftibiver javelins ling, 
Blade with clattering buckler meet, 
Hauberk craftr, and helmet rifig. 

(Weave the crimfon web cff war) 
Let us go, and let us fly* 
Where our Friends the conflict fhare 
There they triumph, where they die* 



j 



As the paths of Fate we tread, 
Wading through th' enfanguin'd field s 
Gondula and Geira fpread 
O'er the youthful King your fhiekh 

We the reins to flaughter give, 
Ours to kill and ours to fpare I 
Spite of Danger he fhall live, 
(Weave the crimfon web of war-.} 
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They, whom once the defart beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample fway fhall ftretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 

Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound^. 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 
Soon a King (kali bite the ground, 

I>ong his 3ofa (hail Eirin "weep,- 
Ne'er again his like* efs fee ; 
Long her {trains in forrow fteep r 
Strains of immortality ! 

Horror covets all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage olot the fan. 
lifters. we?ve the web of deaths ■ 
Sifters, ceufe, the work is done* 

Hail the tafk, and hail the hands 1 
Songs of joy and triumph fmg! 

Joy to the victorious bands ; 

Triumph to the younger King, 



n* 
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ortal, thou that hear'ft: the tale, 
Learn the tenor of our fong, 
Scotland, thro' each winding vale* 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 

Sifters ! hence with fpurs of fyeed ; 
Fach her thundering faulchion widu £ 
Each beftride her fable fleed* 
Burry, hurry to the field* 
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DESCENT OF ODI 
AN O D E 3 

rom the Norse-tongue 

I N 



Bartholin us, de caufis contemneridae 
mortis: HafniAE, *<S8p, Quarto. 

Ujjreis Odinn. Allda Gautr, &c* 
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AN ODE 




PROSE the King of Men with fpeed, 
And faddled ftrait his coal-black 
freed ; 
Down the yawning deep he rode, 
That leads to * Hela's drear abode. 

* Niflheimr, the hell of the Gothic nations 
confuted of nine worlds, to winch were devoted 
all fuck as died of fidgets, old age, cr by any 
other means than in battle : Over it prefided Hela^ 
the Goddefs of Deaths 
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Him the Dog of Darknefs fpied, 
His fliaggy throat he open'd wide, 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd* 
Foam and human gore diftiU'd : 
Hoarfe he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 
And long purfues, with fruitlefs yell, 
The Father of the powerful fpell. 
Onward itill hi? way he takes, 
(The groaning earth beneath him fliakes). 
Till full before his fearlefs eyes 
The portals nine of hell arife. 

Right againft the eaftern gate, 
By the mo f> -grown pile he late .• 
Where long of yore to fleep was laid 
The dufl: of the pr phetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 
Thrice he trae'd the runic rhyme; 
Thrice pronoune'd, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verfe that wakes the Dead 5 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breath'd a fallen found. 
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Pr . What call unknown, what charms 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? [prefume 
Who thus afflicts my troubled fprite 
And drags me from the realms of night ? 
Long on thefe mould'ring bones have beat 
The winter's (how, the fummer's heat 
The drenching dews, and driving rain! 
Let me, let me fleep again. 
Who is he with voice unbleft, 
That calls me from the bed of reft ? 

Od. A Traveller, to thee unknown> 
Is he that calls, a Warrior's Son. 
Thou the deeds of light flialt know j 
Tell me what is done below. 
For whom yon glitt'ring board is fpread^ 
Drefs'd for whom yon golden bed ? 

Pit. Mantling in the gcblet fee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee, 
O'er it hangs the fhield of gold ; 
s Tis the drink of Balder bold : 
Ealder's head to death is giv'n. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heav'n 1 
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Unwilling I my lips unclofe : 
Leave me, leave me to re 



Od . Once again my call obey, 
Prophetefs, arife, and fay,. 
What dangers Odin's Child await, 
Who the Author of his fate, 

Pit In Hoder's hand the Hero's doom •; 
His Brother fends him to the tomb, 
Now my weary lips I clofe : 
Leare me, leave me to repofe. 

Od. Prophetefs, my fpell obey. 
Once again arife, and fay, 
Who th* Avenger of his guilt, 
By whom fliall Hoder's blood be fpil't, 

Pr. Tn the caverns of the weft, 
By Odin's fierce embrace compreft, 
A wond'rous Boy fliall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er fliall comb his raven-hair, 
Nor wafli his vifage in the ftream, 
Nor fee the fun's departing beam ; 
2, * 
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Till he on Hoder's corfe {hall fmilc 
learning on the fun'ral pile. 
Now my weary lips j c l G f e . 
Leave me, leave me to repofe, 

Od. Yet a-while my call obey, 
Prophetefs, awake, and fay, 
What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlefs woe 
1 hat bend to earth their folemn br 
That their flaxen treTes tear, 
And fnowy veils, that flo.t in air. 
Tell me whence their forrows rofc ; 
Then I leave thee to repofe. 

PR. Ha! no Traveller art thou, 

Kmg of Men, I know thee now. 
ightiefl of a mighty line- 



Od. No boding Maid of fkill divi 
Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good ; 
But mother of the giant-brood! 

?R* Hie thechtDce.andboaflat 
.That never fh«ll inquirer come 
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To break my iron-flecp again, 

Till Lok * has burfl: his ten-fold chains 

Never, till lubftantial Night 

Has reaflurn d her ancient right ; 

Till wrap'd in flames, in ruin hurPd, 

Sinks the fabric of the world. 

■* Lok is the Evil Being, who continues in 
thains till the Twilight of the Cods approaches, 
•when he (hall break his bonds ; the human race, 
the ftars and fun fhall difappear; the earth fink 
in the ieas, and fire conlume the flues : even Odin 
Jiimfelf, and his kindred-deities, fhall perifh. For 
a farther explanation of this mythology. feeMal- 
let's Introdu£Vion to the Hiftory of -Denmark, 1J55> 
■<%varte 9 
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A FRAGMENT, 



FRO M 



jMr Evans's Specimens of the Welcb 
Poetry : London, 1764, §>uartc» 



B* 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

Owen fucceedcd bis father Griffin is* 
the Principality of North- Wales. A - D » 
mo. This battle was_fought near forty 

years afterwards. 
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A FRAGMENT. 




WEN's praife demands my fang', 
Owen fwift, and Owen llrong; 
Fan-eft flower of Roderic's. item, 
Gwyneth's * {hieid,. and Britain's gem. 
He nor heaps his brooded (loves, 
Nor on all profufely pours ; 
Lord of every regal art, 
Liberal hand, and open heart. 

*■ Nor tli- Wales 

*I -? 
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S»o THE TRIUMPHS OF OWEN 2 

B;g with hofts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againft him came? 
This the force of Eirin hiding ; 
Side by fide as proudly riding 
On her ihadow long and gay 
Lochlin * plows the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman fails afar 
Catch the winds and join the war % 
Black and huge along they Aveep, 
Burthens of the angry deep, 

Dauntlcfs on- his native {and* 
The Dragon-Son f ofMona Hands { 
In glitt'ringarms and glory dreft, 
High he rears his ruby cieft 
There the thund'ring ftrokes begin;, 
There the prefs, and there the din 3 
Talymalfra's rocky fliore 
Echoing to the battle's roar. 
Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thoufand Banners round him burn, 

* Denmark. 

f The Ri d Dragon "s the device of Cadwallader, 
"Which all his defendants bar on their banners, 



A FRAGMENT. 

Where he points hi* purple fpear, 
Hafty, hafty Rout is there, 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to ftop, and iliame to fly. 
There ConfufioD, Terror's child, 
Conflia fierce, and Ruin wild, 
Agony, that pants for breath, 

Dcfpair, and honourable Death, 

* * * * * * * * . » • 
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W R 1TTES 1 N A 



COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 




HE Curfew tolls * the knell of parting 
clay, 

The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary 

way, 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me, 

** w — fquilla A\ lontano 
Che paia '1 giorno pianger, die fi mnore. 



'• $* ELEGY WRIT-TEN IN A 
Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the 

And all the air a folemn Millnefs holds, 
Save where the Beetle wheels his droning 
flight, 

And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
Tlie moping' Owl does to the moon complain 
Of I'uch as wandering near her fecret bow'r, 
Molcft her ancient iblitary reign. 

Beneath thofe rugged elms } that yew-tree's 

fli-ade, 
Whore heaves the turf in many a moul- 

d'riug heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid 
The rude forefathers for the hamlet fieep. 

The breezy call of incenie -breathing Morn, 

The fwailow twitt'nngfrom the ttraw-built 

fli£ d> Thorn, 

The cock's flirill clarion, or the eefcoing- 

fo more (hall route them from their lowly 

hcd< 
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For them no more the blazing hearth (hall 

burn, 
Or bufy houfewifc ply her evening care : 
No children run to Hfp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees, the envied kifs to fuarc. 

Oft did the harvefr to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the llubborn glebe has 

broke ; 
How jocund did » hey drive their team a-fidd ' 
Bowbo'v'd the woods beneath their fturdy 

{broke I 

let not Ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deftiuy obicure; 
Kor Grandeur hear with a difdainful iniile, 
The fhort aiid fiinple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er 
Await alike th' inevitable hour. [gave, 
|Ihe paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



V, L E C V W R ! T TKN T H A 

Kor yon, ye uroud, n;n?ute to thcfe tie ;ault, 
If MenVry o'er their Tomb no Trophies rai/e, 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifie and fret- 
ted vrudt, 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praifc. 

Can ftoried urn or animated bull 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath 1 
('an Honour's voice provoke the idem duft 3 
Or i- iattTy iboth the dull cold ear of Death I 

Perhaps in this neglected fpot h laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have 

ftvay'd, 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her am pie page 
Rich with thefpoils of Time did ne'er unroll] 
Chill Penury repreiVd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the touh 

Full many a gem of pureft ray fercne, 
The dask unfathom'd eaves of Ocean bear ; 
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Full many a flower is barn to blufli unften, 
And watte its (Nvcetnefs in the defart air. 

Some vHIar^-Hrv-i^den , that with daunt* 

lefs bterilt 
The little IVrant of h^ fields withftood ; 
Some -mule inp'U>^.--ou- ^MU;m here mayrcttj 

Some Cromwell, guiUiei's of his country's 
blood* 

Th* applaufe of lifVning fenates to com'* 
rnand, 

The threats of p;dn and rnm to defpi'e, 
To icatter plenty o'er a fmiiing land. 
And read their hiit'ry in a nation's eye?, 

Their lot forhnd; nor cirojmfcrib'd ahme 
Their growing virtues, hut their crimes 

conn a 'd ; 
Forbad to wade thro' Hamster to a throne, 

And ilkiit the ^atcs of vwerev on mankind ; 

1 a 



5co ELEGY WRITTEN IN A 

The ftruffgling pangs of confcious truth t& 

hide, 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhame, 
Or heap the flirine of Luxury and Pride 
With inceafe kindled at the Mufe's flame, 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble fhife a . 
Their -ober wiihes never Icam'd. to ftray ; 
Along- »he cool fequefiei'd vale of life 
The> kept the noifctefs tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n thefe bones from in/hit to protedk 
Some nail memorial ftill erected ni^h, 
With uncouth rhimes and ihapeleis fculp- 

ture deck'd* 
Implores the palling tribute of a ligh. 

Their name, their years, fpeltby th* unlet- 

ter'd Mufe, 
The place of Fame and Elegy Aippty : 
And man) a holy text arouud ihr ftrews, 
That teach the ruflic moral ift to die, 



COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, xoi 

For who, to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This pleaGng anxious being e'er rchgn d, 
Left the warm precincts of thechearful day, 

Norcaftone longing, liag'ring look behind ? 

On fome fond bread the parting foui relies, 
Some pious drops the clofiug eye requires ; 
Ev'n from the tomb the. voice of Nature 

cries, 
Ev'n in our Allies * live their wonted Fires. 

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd 

Dead 
pod in thefe lines their artlefs tale rtlate; 
If Chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some kindred Spirit fhail enquiie thy fate, 

Haply fome hoary-beaded Swain may fry, 
« Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 

* f < CU'i ve?„!?;io nel penfier, dolce mlo fuoco 
«' Fid<li una liniiua, efdttt' be'rli o::du Chiufi 
" Rjmaacr doppo noi pien di. faviii-i " 

Petrarch. S>>n. 16?. 

I 3 



ie% ELEGY WRITTEN IN A 

* Brufhlngwithhafty fteps the dews away, 

4 To meet the fun. upon the upland. lawn, 

* Thereat the foot of yonder nodding beech 

* That wreathes its old fantafdc roots id 

high, 

* His liftlcfs length at noontide would he 

ftretch, 
€ And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

c Hard by van wood, now fmiling as in 
icovn 9 

* Mutt'rins his wavward fancies he wouid 

rove, 

5 Now drooping, woeful wan, like one for** 

lorn, 
5 Or craz'd with care, or cr-ofs'd in hopelefe 
love, 

5 One morn I xrulVd him on the cuftom'd 
hill, 

* Along the heath and near his fav'rit'etree;.. 

* Another came; nor yet belide the rill, 

1 N&r up ihe lawn, nor at the woosl was be? 



COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD, u>? 

£ The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 
4 Slow thro' the church-way path we fovr 
him borne. 

* Approach and read (for thou can'frread^ 
the lay, 

« Grav'd on the flone beneath yon age J 



s 



EPITAT H. 



J3 £ R E reils his head upon the lap of 
Earth 

A Youth to Fortune and to Fame un- 
known. 

Fair Science frown'd not on his humbl 
birth, 

And Melancholy mark'd him for her own 



c 






rgc was his bounty, and his foul fin 
Hcavn did a recoropence as largely fend 



cere. 
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He 



cave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear. 



' 1 



He gam o r 

a friend 



roti^lcav'n ('twas all he wi 



fli'd) 



r Ai,ic merits to dlfelofe, 
Kof-irther fees n» R rat - ,u 
0°d««h-. 6 f»Uf ie . from. heir dread alxKlc, 

£hcre ,hc, dike t - txcmWing hope re- 

pole,) 
The bofom o 



f u ..paventofa fpeme. 



f his Father and hi? Ood. 

" pctrarck, Son. n-i» 






T O 



M U S I 



PcrformM in the Senate-houfe in Cam- 
bridge, July i, 1769, at the installa- 
tion of Augustus-Henry Duke 
Grafton, Chancellor of the Univer fity 

Set by Dr Randal, Mufic Profeflbr* 



Jl 



T O 



Ti/f 
JLVl 



I CI 



A T R. 
' jr^ T C£ ! FiVAuntl 'tis holy ground, 

^ Lomu.3 and his midnight crew, 
And Ignorance, with looks profound, 
AivJ dreaming blot h, of pallid hue; 
Mad S^thtioii's cry prophane. 
Servitude that hu^s her chain ; 
Nor in the confecrated b* wers, 
Let painted Flatt'ry hide her ferpent tram 



In llow'rs, 



sSS -ODE T O M U S 1 C. 

C H O R U 3. 
Nor Fiivy bafc, nor creeping Gain, 
Pare the Mufes' walk to ftain, 
While bright -ey'd Science *-alks around, 
I-knce I avaunt ! 'tis holy ground. 

RECITATIVE. 

from yonder realms of empyrean day, 
Burfts on my ear th' indignant lay ! 

There fit the fainted fage, the bard divine, 
The few whom Genius gave to fhine, 

Thro' every unborn age and undifcover'd 
clime ; 
Rapt in ecleftial tranfport they : 
yet higher oft a glance from high 
They fend of tender fympathy, 

To blefs the place, where on their op'ning 
foul 
Firft the genuine ardor dole ; 

•Twas Milton ftruck ti-e deep-ton'd fliell, 

And as the choral warbiings round him 
fwcil. 



ODE TO MUSIC. i 

Meek Newton's felf bends from his ftatc 

fublime, 
And nods his hoary head> and liftcns t» 

the rhyme. 



c Ye brown o'cr-arching groves 
c That contemplation loves, 
c Where willoway Camus lingers with de* 



light, 



4 Oft at bluili of dawn 

* I've trod your level lawn, [light, 

* Oft 5 woo'd the gleam of Cynthia's filver 

* In cloifters dim, far from the haunts of 



* Wiih Freedom by my fide, and ibft ey'd 
Melancholy/ 

RECITATIVE, 
But hark! the portals found, and pacing 
With folernn fteps and flow, [forth,, 
High potentates, and dames of royal inrth 9 
And mitred fathers, in lo^g ordei go j 



3r 



lie ODE TO- MUSI G 

Great Edward, with the lilies oa his brow 

From haughty Gallia torn; 
And fad Chatillon on her bridal morn,, 
That wept her, bleeding love ; and princely 

Clare ; 
And Anjou's heroine; and the paler rofe^ 

The rival of her crown and of her woes; 

And either Henry there, 
The murder'd faint, and the majeftic lord 
That broke the bonds of Rome. 
Their tears their little triumphs o'er, 
Their human pailions move no more, 
Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb. 

\ Accompanied A 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain 
Rich ft reams of regal bounty pour'd, 
And bade their awful fanes and turrets rife, 
To hail their Fitzroy's feftal morning corner 
And thus they fpeak in foft accord 
The liquid language of the fkies, 

QJJ A R T E T T O. 

What is grandeur ! what is power f 
Heavier toil! fuperior pain I 



ODE TO MUSIC, si* 

What the bright reward of gain ? 
The grateful memory of the good: 
Sweet is the breath of vernal fhow'iy 
The bees collected treafure fweet; 
Sweet Mufic's- fall, — but fweet er yet, 
The ftill, fmall voice of Gratitude ! 

RECITATIVE. 

Foremoft and leaning from her golden cloudy 

The venerable Margaret fee- 
Welcome, my noble Son flie cries aloud^ 
To this thy kindred train and me 3 
Pleas'd in thy lineaments to trace 
A Tudor 's fire, a Beaufort's grace! 

AIR. 

Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye, 
The flower unheeded lball defcry. 
And bid it round Heav'n's altars jfliecl 
The fragrance of its blufhing head, 
Shall raife from earth the latent <rem. 
To glitter on the diadem! 

RECITATIVE. 

Lo Granta waits to lead her blooming band* 
Not obvious, not obtrufive flies 



lis D E T O MU;S'l'C 

'• ' " s ' 

No vulgar pritife, no veaaljir^aBfe flings, 
Nor dares with courtly tongue rdin'd 
Profane thy inborn royalty of mind ; 

For the reveres herfelf and thee! '*" 
With modeft pride, to grace thy youthful 

brow 
The laureat wreaths that Cecil wore flfc 
brings, 
And to thy juft, thy gentle hand, , 
Submits the falces of her fway, . 
"Whilit fpivits hleft above, and men below, 
Join with glad voice the loud fymphoni- 
cus lay ; 

GRAND C H ORUS. 
Thro* the wild waves as they roar, 

With watchful eye, and dauntlefs mien. 

Thy fteady courfe of honour keep; 
Nor fear the rocks, nor feek the fliers, 
The (tar or Braniwick (limes ferene, 
And gilds the horrors of the deep. 



HE END, 



